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of kingfishers perched on a stone, grave, motionless, watch-
ing for fish, then darting down, they plunged in with a
sharp cry, and reappeared with their prey in their beaks.
On the shores and on the islets, strutted wild ducks,
pelicans, water-hens, red-beaks, philedons, furnished with
a tongue like a brush, and one or two specimens of the
splendid menura, the tail of which expands gracefully like
a lyre.
As to the water of the lake, it was sweet, limpid, rather
dark, and from certain bubblings, and the concentric circles
which crossed each other on the surface, it could not be
doubted that it abounded in fish.
" This lake is really beautiful!" said Gideon Spilett
* We could live on its borders!"
* We will live there!" replied Harding,
The settlers, wishing to return to the Chimneys by the
shortest way, descended towards the angle formed on the
south by the junction of the lake's bank. It was not without
difficulty that they broke a path through the thickets and
brushwood which had never been put aside by the hand of
man, and they thus went towards the shore, so as to arrive
at the north of Prospect Heights. Two miles were cleared
in this direction, and then, after they had passed the last
curtain of trees, appeared the plateau, carpeted with thick
turf, and beyond that the infinite sea.
To return to the Chimneys, it was enough to cross the